BELINDA
followed, and going calmly to the side of Lady Delacour's bed,
took her hand to feel her pulse.
( Mrs, Marriott, you need not alarm yourself in this manner/
said he: < your lady is at this instant in as little danger as
I am.3
6 You think she'll live ! O my lady ! why did you terrify
us in this manner ?J
Lady Delacour smiled, and calmly said, as Dr. X------still
continued to count her pulse, 'The pulse may deceive you,
doctor, but I do not. Marriott, you may------J
Belinda heard no more; for at this instant, as she was
standing alone, near the glass-door that was opposite to the
bed, she saw at a distance in the garden the figure which Lady
Delacour had described. Lady Delacour was now so intent
upon speaking to Dr. X------, that she saw nothing but him.
Belinda had the presence of mind to be perfectly silent. The
figure stood still for some moments. She advanced a few
steps nearer to the window, and the figure vanished. She kept
her eye steadily fixed upon the spot where it had disappeared,
and she saw it rise again and glide quickly behind some
bushes. Belinda beckoned to Dr. X------, who perceived by
the eagerness of her manner that she wished to speak to him
immediately. He resigned his patient to Marriott, and followed
Miss Portman out of the room. She told him what she had
just seen, said it was of the utmost consequence to Lady
Delacour to have the truth ascertained, and requested that Dr.
X------would go with some of the men-servants and search the
garden, to discover whether any one was there concealed, or
whether any footsteps could be traced. The doctor did not
search long before he perceived footsteps in the borders
opposite to the glass-door of Lady Delacour's bedchamber; he
was carefully following their track, when he heard a loud cry,
which seemed to come from the other side of the garden wall.
There was a breach in the wall over which he scrambled
with some difficulty. The screams continued with redoubled
violence. As he was making his way to the spot from which
they proceeded, he was met by the old gardener, who was
crossing one of the walks with a lantern in his hand.
* Ho ! ho !' cried the gardener, c I take it that we have the
thief at last. I fancy that the fellow whose footsteps I traced,
and who has been at my morello cherry-tree every night, has
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